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Once upon a time 
there was a 
flock of ducks. 


Some ducks were 
white or yellow. 


Others were 
black or brown. 


They wore 
different clothes 
and quacked 
different quacks- 


but had the 
same needs and 
shared the same 
wants. 


Because in spite 
of their different 
ducky ways, 
every duck was 
still a duck. 


One day, a few 
brown ducks did 
something bad, 

so the other 
ducks thought 
all brown ducks 
were bad. 


But not all 
brown ducks 
were bad, they 
were just 
brown. 


Then some white 
ducks did 
something bad, 
so the other 
ducks thought all 
white ducks 
were bad. 


But not all white 
ducks were bad, 
they were just 
white. 


Whenever any 
duck of any 
color did 
anything bad, 
the other ducks 
thought every 
duck of the same 
color was 
also bad. 


But a duck’s 
color wasn’t bad, 
it was just 
a color. 


There were 
arrests, attacks, 
even wars. And 
the situation got 

so out of hand 
that some ducks 
thought all ducks 
should be the 
same color, wear 
the same clothes, 
and quack the 
same quacks. 


Until one day, 
when a flock of 
energy-based 
hyper-penguins 
entered the duck 
dimension 
from beyond. 


The 
hyper-penguins 
swept over the 

earth like a 
plague, hunting 
down every duck 

of every color, 
leaving only 
fear-soaked 

ashes behind. 


And when the 
last duck 
cowered in the 
shadow of 
death’s cold 
scythe, she 
pleaded with her 
destroyer, 
asking, “Why? 
Why kill us all?” 


ye id 
y 


And the a 
hyper-penguin 4 
replied, \ 
“Because you’re ge aad f 
ducks. And all 
ducks are bad.” \ 
x ~ 


And there were 
no ducks left 
to consider 
the irony. 


WARNING: THIS IS NOT A CHILDREN’S BOOK 


With something to offend everyone, author and illustrator Benjamin Taggart (winner of the 2012 Billiken 
Award for absurdity in esoteric obscura), created Dead Ducks: A Grim Allegory Of Unbridled Mania as 
a philosophic prose poem intended entirely for adults. 


